CHAPTER    TWENTY- ONE
Across the top of the paper was printed the in-
formation that *The Foursquare Crusader' had been
'entered as second-class matter under the Act of
March 3, 1879,' With that classification I heartily
agreed.
Splashed over the front page was a photograph
entitled 'God's Foursquare Flower Garden/ I wish
that I might have the pleasure of describing a
picture as exquisite as these words suggest, but I
cannot* For it was nothing more than a photograph
of the irritating Van Gundy children, taken on the
stage as I had seen them on the previous Sunday.
There they stood, with idiot smiles upon their faces,
holding the bouquets which, in the words of the sub-
title, had been 'loaned from God's flower garden.*
I turned the page as quickly as possible, and
blinked. In staring headlines, I read:
GO TO JESUS FOR CONSULTATION*   HE IS THE PLASTIC
SURGEON WHO WILL TELL YOU ABOUT BEAUTY SECRETS.
I glanced guiltily around me* I felt as one always
feels when one is in possession of something im-
proper - that a policeman is on the point of arresting
one. To read that headline made me blush ^ as
violently as I should blush if I were found carrying
obscene postcards through the Douane at Calais,
However, no policeman appeared to be in the room*
Only a shaded lamp, a smouldering cigarette, and a
strong odour of 'Cendres du Passion/ So, with a
sigh of relief, I read:
'Beauty secrets! Ton can** open a magazine^ hok or
anything eke any day unless you see right in front of ye*
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